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Other Ways To See 


by allisonbucky 


Summary 


Matt Murdock has super senses, sure. But he's also blind. And he thinks sometimes, since 
they found out he was daredevil, Foggy and Karen forget what that actually means. 


Tough conversations, dealing with actual emotions, and even a little romance ensue. 
Or, five times Matt's blindness was forgotten, and one time it wasn't. 


Spoilers for Spider-Man: No Way Home and for the first few episodes of Hawkeye (vaguely. 
I kind of made up the canon there because I haven't quite finished it yet.) 


Notes 


I needed to write a fic dealing with the line that broke all of us. The 'I actually felt sorry for 
you.' Because I think, like all real friendships, Foggy and Matt's relationship is deeply loving, 
and deeply flawed. And I wanted to see them communicate, okay? 


Also, I just love Matt/Karen, to me it is something so personal... 


More notes below <3 


See the end of the work for more notes 


“Hey, Matt? There’s... something I’ve been thinking about whether to ask you.” 


Matt wasn’t sure he liked the sound of where that was going. He and Foggy were lounged at 
either end of his couch, the better part of a bottle of gin deep. They’d gone to Josie’s after 
leaving the office late. She’d arbitrarily closed up at eleven that night, so the two thought 
continuing to drink at Matt’s place sounded like a good idea, for some reason. 


Matt was that level of drunk where he had to rely on his cane or Foggy’s arm for more than 
just comfort. He remembered the time Foggy had asked him about ‘the spins.’ What he 
described had been true. When he drank like this, it wasn’t like his hearing went in and out of 
focus but he couldn’t quite manage to grasp the layout of the world around him. 


When Foggy opened a question like this, it wasn’t usually followed with something easy. But 
Matt was trying to be more open and trusting and other bullshit terms he’d heard in the 
audiobook he was secretly listening to about how to be less avoidant. He wanted to be a 
better friend, and apparently that required not running away from discomfort. 


“Shoot,” he replied to Foggy after a beat. 

“Don’t you feel, like, bad, ever? That you pretend to be really blind?” 
““.. Lam blind, Fog.” 

Matt heard the movement of his friend's hair as he shook his head. 


“You know what I mean. Like, to call yourself disabled, to walk around with... with this 
cane, and like you don’t know where anything is. Matt, I love you, but I don’t get it. / 
couldn’t walk around with my eyes closed and let people feel bad for me.” 


Matt was quiet, suddenly feeling the alcohol turn in his stomach, and he wondered if the hurt 
and confusion showed in his face. 


“Shit, man, that came out way harsher than I meant to. I’m - I'm not judging you! But I just 
want to know more about how it feels,” Foggy said, backtracking. Matt noticed his voice, 
too, sounded a little less slurred, and his heart rate, which had been lazily beating for the last 
hour had now picked up into an anxious tempo. 


“When have I ever asked you to feel bad for me?” he asked softly. There was a lot to unpack 
in Foggy’s question, but this is the point that really pissed him off. “Foggy. I don’t want 
people to treat me differently. I mean, okay, fine, I occasionally use peoples’... ableism... 
when I really need to. But, like- my friends, people I know, I try not to -” 


Foggy cut him off. “You’re right. I’m sorry, Matt. really. Forget it-” 


“No, I can’t forget it.”” Matt sat up, and got to his feet, steadying himself on the table. He 
moved to the kitchen, grabbing his glasses as he passed and placing them gently over his 
eyes. He needed a drink of water. Foggy followed him to the kitchen and Matt was so 
distracted by his friend’s presence that he fumbled the glass he reached for in his cabinet, 
overestimating its depth on the shelf and knocking it over rather than grabbing it. He 
managed to catch it in his other hand before it shattered. 


He filled the glass with water and gulped it down, suddenly wanting to feel more sober, more 
in control. Is that really what Foggy thought of him? That he /iked using people, that he 
didn’t cringe when he felt pity rolling off people? 


It was one of the first things he’d liked about Foggy. That he hadn’t seemed to care about 
Matt’s blindness from the moment they’d met. It was hard to admit without sounding like an 
asshole, but he even felt like Foggy had admired him. Foggy had been one of the first people 
that made Matt feel good about himself. 


The words still rang in his ears from last year, plaguing him every now and then. 
T actually felt sorry for you. 


Matt always thought he could get a read on anyone. That he had the upper hand at predicting 
behaviour and emotional responses. It’s something he’d always prided himself on, that no 
one would ever lie to him and get away with it. 


But that one statement from Foggy. It had cut through him almost as much as Nobu’s swords. 
Like he hadn’t understood anything about Foggy, that his friend had been the only one who’d 
been able to disguise his feelings. It felt like somehow, Foggy had been able to lie to Matt for 
ten years. And Matt felt he’d been an idiot for believing that Foggy didn’t see his blindness 
as a disability. 


He knew he’d been in the wrong about the whole daredevil thing. He’d accepted it. But a 
small part of him had never really managed to trust Foggy fully, after the fight. Not fully. Not 
like before. 


Matt felt Foggy’s stillness to the left of him as he set the empty glass down. He guessed his 
friend was watching him. Matt honed in on Foggy’s face, and realized his mouth was turned 
down, opening and closing like he was trying to find words. “Listen, Matt... please, forget I 
said anything. I feel so fucking stupid.” 


Matt nodded, but didn’t turn. Not yet. 


Foggy clapped a hand on his friend's shoulder. Matt froze slightly under his touch, but made 
himself relax. He Anew Foggy didn’t mean to hurt him. He should shake it off. And he knew 
this about his friend. Foggy, for all his legal prowess in ambiguity, tended to return to a place 
of black and white morality when it came to his personal beliefs. It was why they got into 
these painful discussions more and more since Foggy had found out about Matt’s other life. 


Matt sighed. “It’s... you know it's really complicated, Fog. I don’t know how to explain, I 
know I must seem-” 


Foggy tightened his grip slightly. “Stop, Matt. No. /’m wrong here. Just, let me apologize, 
okay? I can be an idiot in this relationship too, bud.” 


Matt smirked, and finally turned towards his friend. He squeezed Foggy’s arm on his 
shoulder, but he was also glad he was wearing his glasses in the darkness of his kitchen. He 
didn’t want Foggy to see the sadness he was sure was as obvious as sunlight in his eyes. 


“.. | felt like such an idiot, Karen.” 


Matt paused in the stairwell, two floors below their office. He heard Karen’s heels and tilted 
his head, focusing in on her softer response to Foggy. 


“Well, it sounds like you were a bit insensitive. But I know what you meant... I’ve thought it 
once or twice, too. But I don’t know what I’d do differently if I was Matt. He can’t exactly 
walk around like he can see, can he?” 


“But why not? Kar, he sees more than any of us. I can’t tell what's going on three blocks 
away, or, I don’t know, tell you what’s in your bag.” 


Matt rolled his eyes at Foggy’s choice of words, continuing his ascent and feeling his hands 
grip tighter around the handle of his cane. He kept listening as he climbed. 


“..but you’re right, anyway. I don’t know what the solution would be for him to act normally. 
It still feels... wrong... to me sometimes. But he was really pissed off at me. I guess I still 
don’t understand it fully.” 


Matt made a show of banging the door to their landing, and he heard Foggy cough. On 
second thought, Matt grabbed his phone, and pretended to be finishing a conversation as he 
walked through their office doors. He didn’t really want them to know he’d heard them. 


“Morning, guys,” he said, smiling tightly. Foggy and Karen were both in the kitchen. Karen 
was perched on the counter, Foggy leaning against the wall beside the fridge. Its buzzing 
clashed irritatingly with the sound of the milk heating itself in their new coffee machine. 
Karen had tried to buy the quietest one she could find on the budget of the voucher one of 
their clients had given them, but the constant re-boiling of the water and the sound of the 
liquid moving through the various tubes inside the device sometimes made Matt shiver. 


“Hey Matt!” Foggy said. Matt heard the false cheer in his voice. He set his cane on the side. 


“Can you pass me a mug?” he asked, since Foggy was blocking the cabinet. Foggy nodded, 
and held it out to Matt without saying anything. 


It felt like a test. 


“Uh, thanks.” Karen and Foggy were both facing him, but their heads kept turning towards 
each other. Matt took the mug out from Foggy’s outstretched hand with slightly more force 
than necessary. 


“Karen, you’re interviewing that ex-cop today, right?” Foggy changed the subject, and Karen 
gladly launched into the progress with her case. 


Matt turned his attention to the coffee machine. The thing was new, and he hadn’t actually 
used it yet. Karen’s job wasn’t to assist them anymore, not by any means. But she liked to 
make Matt coffee. And it felt nice when she’d knock on this door with two steaming mugs. 
She’d sit opposite him, and sometimes nudge his foot under the table. It usually made him 
stutter. 


So when he ran his fingertips over the machine, he sighed. He hadn’t realized it had a touch 
screen. 


“Uhm. Karen?” he asked a little awkwardly. He felt bad for interrupting her, but he wanted to 
get out of this kitchen already. 


“Yeah?” she asked, jumping down from the counter and moving close to him. 
“Can you show me what I should press on this screen?” 


“Oh! Shit, sorry Matt. I didn’t tell you. It’s just a screen with the different kinds of coffee. 
Uh, there’s a grid of six, two across and three down. Latte is top left, it’Il beep when you 
choose it” 


He nodded, pressing the part she described, but nothing seemed to happen. She gently 
touched his hand, and he let her guide him to the right part of the screen. He tried to 
remember the area. Foggy shifted his weight behind Matt. He was facing the two of them, 
arms folded. 


Matt felt self conscious, all of a sudden. He didn’t usually feel anything when he asked for 
help. He was used to it, and his friends were always happy to do it. But their conversation last 
night made him uncomfortable. Like for every moment of assistance he needed, Foggy would 
be there, watching him, silently calculating whether or not it was genuine. 


The thought exhausted him. 


“Now it asks about a single or double shot - on the middle of the screen. The left side is 
single, right is double. Uh, it starts pouring after that.” She already knew he’d take a single, 
and guided his hand down a few centimeters. He pressed, and it started whirring. The scent of 
coffee hit his nostrils. 


He turned his face to her and smiled. “Thanks.” 


“Anytime,” she replied, her heartbeat picking up. She took her hand off of his a few seconds 
later than she probably should have. 


He sensed Foggy opened his mouth again, hearing the slight hitch in his throat. Matt thought 
he even smelled a little sweat. He didn’t quite understand his friends’ dejected - no, 
embarrassed? - sigh. 


It had been a few weeks since the tension between the two of them. Matt had mostly pushed 
it out his mind by then, and he agreed to go for drinks with Foggy and Karen. While his 
friends got appropriately shitfaced for a Tuesday evening, Matt had nursed the same beer 
since they’d got there. It wasn’t just that things had been a bit tense on the streets lately, ever 
since the recent accidents on the Brooklyn bridge and at the Statue of Liberty. When these 
kinds of crimes happened, the ones where everyone suspected the extraordinary, otherworldly 
origins but no one acknowledged it, the city went on edge. Crime picked up, and Matt could 
understand why. When you’re already struggling and interdimensional warriors destroy your 
car, your home, your office like it's nothing, anyone can get pushed over the edge into 
desperate means to scrounge together the money they need. It’s something Foggy and Matt 
had dealt with a lot since the blip. Tenancy disputes, lost businesses, jobs that don’t exist 
anymore - it's not like insurance companies or unions had been prepared with legislation for 
what happens when half the population disappeared for five years. 


To put it lightly, it had been a legal nightmare. 


So Matt was trying not to drink too much, in case things got rough and he had to go out. As a 
general rule, Matt was staying out of business of the night at that time. It had been so much 
work, rebuilding their practice after coming back. He didn’t know if he was thankful or sad 
that the three of them were all blipped. At least they were still a team. 


The hardest part when they’d got back was finding out that Marci hadn’t been. She’d moved 
on, understandably. But Foggy had taken it hard. 


It might have accounted for some of his recent insensitivities. 


The other reason Matt didn’t want to get wasted was because he wanted to feel a little more 
in control of himself. He didn’t really want to have to have one of them help him stumble 
home, not after his recent bout of insecurity triggered by the argument. 


Matt listened to Karen and Foggy miserably battling at pool. He took a scan of the table - he 
wasn’t sure what colors were what, but he could tell there were still far too many balls there 
for the length of time the two had been playing. He laughed to himself, and caught Karen 
turning to him. 


“You got something to say, Murdock?” 


“No, nothing,” Matt coughed, still giggling. He walked over to them, leaned over Karen’s 
shoulder. No one was around but Josie, who was smoking behind the bar, rifling through her 
paper noisily. Matt concentrated hard, tilting his head and narrowing all his focus to the table. 
He knocked lightly on the side of it to get a more accurate read. 


“T count... five spots, and three stripes left, am I right?” He said in a low voice, raising his 
eyebrows at Karen and taking a sip of her rum and coke. “And Karen must be stripes,” he 
added. She laughed in indignation, pawed him on the arm. Foggy huffed. 


“Dude. How do you do that.” 


Matt laughed, ducked his head. He was happy to note that he didn’t hear any animosity in 
Foggy’s voice. 


And it was nice, occasionally, being able to show off a little for his friends. 


“It’s just a matter of tuning in. The real question is - may I?” He asked, walking round to 
Foggy, gesturing at his cue. Foggy gave it to him, along with a mutter of “I just rolled my 
eyes at you.” Matt felt himself grin, and maybe Foggy returned it, but it was always hard to 
tell. He thought, by Foggy’s easy body language, his fond tone, that he did. “The question is, 
how the two of you-” He leaned over the board, grabbing the white ball, easily identifying its 
different weight. “-have been playing for nearly half an hour-” he lined up the white ball with 
one of the spot balls. Matt took a deep breath, turning his head to concentrate further. “-and 
have only potted six balls between you.” 


He took his shot, aiming at the spot ball to his right. The first ball hit into the second one, 
which bounced off the edge of the table hard and knocked the remaining two into the top left 
socket, then it slowly rolled towards the middle socket. It rested at the edge for a moment, 
before it slowly tipped in. Matt laughed, jumping slightly with the cue, and he handed it back 
to an astounded Foggy. 


“You’re welcome,” Matt smirked at him. 


“You're unbelievable,” Foggy muttered fondly. “Karen, I don’t care, I’m taking another shot 
as if that was me.” 


They all laughed, and Matt walked back to Karen as Foggy lined his ball up again, missing 
spectacularly. 


Karen took a step towards him, leaning on her cue. He loved that when she wore these 
specific heels, she was ever so slightly taller than him. He tilted his face up a touch. 


“And why don’t / get special help, daredevil?” She whispered in a low voice. He smiled at 
her. 


“Aw. I don’t think you need it, babe,” he replied, raising his eyebrows slightly, almost a 
challenge. 


They had been doing this dance around each other for months. After Fisk, they hadn’t been 
able to date again. Not after everything that happened between them. How Matt had acted. 
All the things they both went through. 


But after the blip, after they rebuilt their practice from the ground up together, things didn’t 
quite feel so impossible anymore. Nothing did, after coming back from the apocalypse. 
Maybe they could manage to date without the world imploding again. 


“All right, I forfeit,” Foggy muttered. He threw his cue on the table, and walked towards 
them, clapped them both on the shoulder. “Matty, I’m taking your bed.” He moaned in 
protest, but Foggy put a finger to his lips. Matt rolled his eyes, forgetting he was still wearing 
his glasses. He batted Foggy’s hand away. 


“T won’t wait up!” Foggy added, calling out as he left the bar, the bell jingling behind him. 
They both looked to the exit, laughing in happy exasperation. Karen turned her face to his. 
Tentatively, pausing her hand halfway towards his for just a moment, she took his hand. He 
squeezed it. 


“Do you want to walk me home?” She giggled. 


“T’d love to.” 


The streets were quieter than Matt had expected, to his relief. It was still warm out, and Matt 
positioned his cane and jacket through the strap of his bag. His hand grasped Karen’s, their 
fingers interlaced. He ran his thumb over hers, noticing the nail was slightly grown out, but a 
smooth gel polish sat on the surface. 


“When did you start getting manicures?” He asked. Karen tightened her grip on his hand. 


“T don’t know, a while ago. Even before the blip, I think. It makes me feel... put together. 
Like I’m more of a professional,” she laughed, ducking her head in that way she did. 


Matt smiled. “No, I like it. You should, it’s... it's nice. I’m glad to hear, that you, uh, you take 
time for yourself, Kar.” 


She giggled, half mocking towards herself and half proud. They’d almost reached her 
building. 


“Hey, if there’s one thing all this shit might have taught us, it's to appreciate the little things, 
right?” 


He nodded, but he stopped behind her, and their arms went taught. He pulled her slightly 
towards him, and she turned to be in front of him, facing him. They stood close. She put her 
hands on his waist 


“Tt’s the big things, too.” He said. “Me and you... that’s a big thing. And I do, I do appreciate 
it,” he whispered, so close to her lips. Her breath hitched, and they were so close he actually 
felt the smile bloom across her face. He closed the distance between them, and kissed her. It 
was their first kiss, if they counted their years in oblivion, in almost seven years. 


It was everything he remembered and more. He didn’t want to part from her. Matt opened his 
mouth, and felt Karen’s tongue press into his. She tasted like the spirits she’d drank that 
night, but underneath that was that taste he’d never forgot. He could only describe it like if 
caramel was a fruit. Sweet, addictive, in the most natural, beautifully intoxicating way. 


Eventually, Karen broke the kiss. Her breath still mixed with his. Matt felt his mouth twitch 
in and out of a smile. He bit his lip slightly, reveling in its wetness. 


“So, I hear you’ve been usurped from your bed, Mr Murdock.” 

“Indeed, Miss Page.” 

She paused, but her heart rate was steady. She wasn’t nervous, or worried. Not for this. 
“You want to, uh, come up?” She asked. Matt grinned. 

“Yeah. I'd love to.” 


They giggled in the elevator. Karen leaned on the wall, the pole across the mirror digging into 
her back. Matt put his hands on it, either side of her waist, not touching her with his hands. 
He stepped into her instead, completely covering her body with his. They kissed until they 
reached her floor. He thought the elevator opened at one of the floors on the way up, but he 
honestly didn’t know if someone had been there waiting or not. 


He was a little distracted. 


She quickly opened her door and when they toed off her shoes, she was once again that one 
inch shorter than Matt. He wrapped his arms around her waist, adjusting the angle of their 
kiss to compensate for the height change. 


“We should, uh,” she said, between small kisses. “Bedroom.” 


He nodded, and they backed up to the room together. She crowded him , then. Karen 
unbuttoned Matt’s shirt, then his pants, then she took her dress off in one motion. He ran his 
hands up and down her body, feeling the soft, well worn straps of her satin bralette, down to 
the organic cotton of her underwear. She pushed him gently onto the bed and he sat on the 
edge, his legs spread wide. She sat on his lap, wrapped her legs around him, and grinded into 
him. He ran his hand under the band of her bralette, easing it over her head. 


He touched her everywhere. 


After, they lay there, Karen’s head pillowed on Matt’s shoulder. They’d both put their 
underwear back on, though Karen had got herself a fresh pair. He could still smell the vanilla 
scented detergent, and he smiled, running one finger along the still-stiff fabric. His other hand 
moved through her hair. He could smell it, and it smelled a little different to how it used to. 


From what he could remember, anyway- it smelled more like Karen . Less like chemicals. It 
felt healthier, and smoother. Stronger, too. He felt his head move towards it, as he breathed 
her in deeper. 


“What?” she whispered out a giggle, and the vibration of her body ran through him 
pleasantly. “I swear I washed my hair yesterday, weirdo,” she joked. He laughed, and shook 
his head. 


“Tt’s not that. Is your - is your hair different? It feels... softer, than it used to.” 

“What do you mean used to? Like, when we were last together in bed?” 

“T haven’t touched your hair much since then, have I?” 

He felt Karen pause, but he couldn’t tell if it was a good pause or a bad pause. “What?” 


She turned over, leaning on her elbows across his chest. She hovered over his face, and he 
touched her cheek softly to check - yes, she was smiling. 


“T forgot that you didn’t know.” 
“Didn’t know what?” 


“T stopped bleaching my hair. A long time ago, really. Like a year before the blip.” She 
laughed, pecking him on the lips. “I really can’t believe you didn’t know.” 


“Wow, so you’re not blond anymore?” He asked. The picture of Karen he’d imagined in his 
head flickered slightly. It was an exciting change, though. 


She hummed. “Sort of... I used to be really ginger, when I was little. I bleached it for years, 
though. Since I moved to New York.” She sighed slightly at this, and he tucked a strand of 
soft, apparently red, hair, behind her ears, understanding the moment of sadness. He touched 
the small hoop at her earlobe, too. It felt like silver. 


“Now it's more... strawberry blonde, I’d say.” 


He massaged her scalp slightly, twirling a strand between his fingers. She smiled, and he felt 
her eyelashes flutter closed against his chest. 


“Tt feels beautiful.” 


“Client H. Client H. Client H.” 


Matt’s phone chirped the code name over and over again, and Matt scrambled for his phone 
that he’d discarded on the table earlier, ignoring Foggy’s questioning noise. It was after eight 
on a Friday, and they were still in the office working on notes for a hearing the following 
Monday. An admittedly strange time for someone to be calling for legal services. 


Strange if it was a regular client. Not so much for a client like Happy Hogan. 
“Uh, hello?” Matt answered the phone. 

“Yeah, Murdock? It’s Happy.” 

“Speaking, Mr Hogan. What can I do for you at this hour?” 

“T’m going to need your services. ASAP. Can you come over?” 

“T can see you in the morning, Mr Hogan. It’s late-” 


“Murdock. Cut the shit. An Avenger needs a lawyer. Now. I’m sending a car over, tell me your 
address.” 


Matt froze. Helping Spider-Man had been one thing, until he’d stupidly, stupidly , caught that 
brick. He didn’t need any more interaction with superpowered individuals. He’d revealed his 
own abilities in a moment of weakness. And it had been for nothing - Spider-Man would 
have been able to catch it himself. But his instincts had kicked in before he could even think 
about what he was doing. 


He hadn’t told Foggy what happened. He knew about the case, though he had tried to talk 
Matt out of it. Foggy had thought it was too close, too dangerous to get a foot in with the 
Avengers if he wanted to keep any remnant of his anonymity. Foggy, who was listening 
intently to this conversation. Matt cursed himself for not going into a different room when he 
heard Foggy let out a small gasp when Happy dropped the magic Avengers word. Matt sensed 
hurried movement - Foggy waving his hands around. 


“Please hold for just a moment, Mr Hogan.” He frantically passed Foggy the phone, 
mouthing press the hold button at his friend, who obliged, cutting off Happy’s indignant 
remarks. 


“Shit.” Foggy said. 

Matt ran his hands through his hair, exhaling. “I have to go, right?” 

“You have to go,” Foggy confirmed, groaning. “Matt, I hate to say I told you so, but- 
“Fog. Will you come with me?” 


“Wait, what?” 


“T-” he was just going to have to say it. “I may have accidentally revealed I have some, uh, 
special abilities when I last saw Happy.” 


Foggy made a strangled noise somewhere between a laugh and a squeal. “Matt, I’m sorry, 
you did what now ?” 


“Fog, no time to explain. Just, I think if I go alone they’re going to question me about it. 
Maybe if you come they’ Il let me hold onto...” Matt gestured wildly at himself. Foggy was 
shaking his head, and he let out a muffled laugh. Matt glared at him, tilting his head and 
rolling his eyes, huffing. “ Really?” 


Foggy patted him on the arm, humor radiating off him in waves. “I’m sorry, buddy. I just - 
your secret identity is really hanging by a thread, at this point.” 


“ Ha ha. Okay, you can rip me apart later. Just- please, Foggy-” 


“Matt. Of course I'll come with you. Here,” Foggy pressed something on the phone which 
put it off hold and on speaker, and tossed at Matt, who caught it easily. 


“Hey, you don t put me on hold. Who do you think you are- 


“Sorry about that, Mr Hogan. I just had to discuss something with my partner. Yes, send a car 
over, we'll be there.” 


“Hang on, we ? I didnt vet this partner of yours-”’ 


“Tt’s both of us or neither of us,” Matt interrupted calmly, but firmly, as he shot a glare at 
Foggy. Though he couldn’t see the presumed smugness on his face, Matt just knew Foggy 
was enjoying this too much. 


Twenty minutes later, they got into a large car that Foggy murmured in his ear was black, 
unmarked, and expensive looking. The driver didn’t say anything to them, and Matt heard the 
static of his earpiece, and the steady heartbeat of a trained man. He also noted the driver wore 
two guns in a chest holster. 


Great. 


The hour-long journey felt far too short. Matt was on edge, too on edge for his legal brain to 
function. When he went out as daredevil, Matt acted almost fully on instinct. To let the 
sounds, the smells, the fee/ of the city into his body at the level required to move like he did, 
it was like he shut the legal part of his brain off and turned into someone else entirely. 


As a lawyer, Matt was soft spoken, calm and perceptive. It would be impossible to hone in on 
his client, not to mention remember his legal training, if his energy and brainpower was 
tracking every slight movement of each person in the room, listening for approaching 
vehicles in the surrounding blocks, calculating every possible exit in the building, scanning 
for weapons and traps. He just couldn’t do both. He couldn’t fully lean into his senses and, at 
the same time, come over as a competent lawyer. He’d tried before. It usually went the way 
of Matt getting distracted by every sound, pausing and twitching in every sentence. It made 


him seem erratic, and unprofessional, and he was sure not quite like a regular lawyer. He was 
sure he certainly didn’t seem like a regular blind person who didn’t have his enhanced 
abilities, either. 


It definitely wasn’t a side of him that he’d like anyone connected to the Avengers to see. The 
last thing he needed to give them was more proof. 


Everything in him was tingling. He didn’t like this at all. 


He just knew there was no way he’d be able to think about whatever case they’d be presented 
with, and keep track of the building and everyone inside it. Especially not at ten-thirty on a 
Friday night after an exhausting week. 


Matt tried to think about it logically. They’d thoroughly checked out Happy before they took 
the Spider-Man case. They’d deduced he was one of the good guys, and Matt had trusted him 
enough to help, to get involved with that mess. The details of it all fuzzy, now that Matt tried 
to recall his meeting with Spider-Man. He must have met with the vigilante, he thought to 
himself. The memory felt a little out of reach. But he pushed that thought out of his busy 
mind. The bottom line was, even though this fe/t like a trap, his logical side told him they’d 
be safe with Happy. 


When he practiced his job, he liked to focus on more immediate surroundings. He’d block 
out the sounds of the screaming world around him by focusing fully on those he was with. 
Matt got such a good read on his clients, not only from their heartbeats but every moment 
their body made, measuring their gulps, sensing whether they’d been eating and sleeping 
regularly, how often they’d been doing laundry. Whether they were taking care of themself 
proportionate to whatever legal issue they claimed to be suffering through. It helped 
immensely to know whether the picture they were painting was accurate. 


It also helped Matt not to get overwhelmed by every person in a mile radius’ breathing. 


When he was wrapped up in such a tense case as he was sure this would turn out to be, Matt 
tended to fall back on his cane or Foggy’s arm slightly more. He still got a vague picture of 
whatever space he moved through, that would never go away, but he might not notice the 
exact location of every piece of furniture. He didn’t want to spend energy on locating any 
object or paper he had to pick up. 


It was just easier to keep his brain focused on complex legal gymnastics when he let the 
flame of his world on fire dim, just a little. 


Matt resigned himself. He was going to ignore whatever crazy Stark-tech he was sure the 
building would be filled with, and the presumed hoards of guards that would surround 
whatever... Avenger, they’d be dealing with. He was just going to be the regular lawyer, Matt 
Murdock. 


Of course, since Foggy had found out about him, about what he could do, he’d stopped 
offering to help Matt as much. Stopped telling him when people nodded, or handing him 
things he might need. To be fair, Matt had never really explained that he could dial his senses 
up and down. But he’d got so used to their dynamic, where Foggy knew him so well that 


Matt didn’t even have to ask for anything. Over a decade of friendship. Over ten years of 
Foggy by his side for countless ableist clients and witnesses, hundreds of inaccessible 
resources and offices, Foggy had become fine tuned to the things that he could do to help 
Matt. 


He couldn’t fathom how Foggy could even imagine that he’d been faking all of it. He could 
have made it on his own, but he wouldn’t be a fraction of the lawyer he was today if he 
hadn’t been free to actually focus on the law. 


He wished he could communicate this to Foggy as they sat in the back of this car. If only he 
could have typed this out on a phone and shown it to his friend, Matt thought to himself a 
little desperately. 


“You okay?” Foggy barely breathed out the words, so low that no one else would have even 
heard a murmur. Thankfully the radio in the car was playing, so it was even safer. Matt shook 
his head. 


“Do you have that notebook?” 


Foggy rustled in his bag and put one on Matt’s lap, and Matt felt around for the pen clipped 
to the paper. He hated writing, but he had to communicate to Foggy somehow. 


Foggy whispered again. “The driver is looking at you, now.” 


“Foggy, can you read me those notes from earlier?” he asked loudly, feeling through the 
notebook, opening a random page that was half written on and making a face at Foggy to 
start saying something, anything, so he could try and write out a few words. 


Foggy obliged, reading something unimportant about building violation codes while Matt 
tried to write a few words. 


Driver is armed. Matt felt the words he’d written with his fingertip to check, then moved 
down a line, under his finger, so he wouldn’t accidentally write over himself. He showed it to 
Foggy, who gulped, his heart rate picking up in the same rhythm it always did when he was 
confronted with anything to do with daredevil. 


I need you to guide me 

like you used to. Can't focus 
On law properly when 
tracking all the weapons 
that'll be in this place. 


Want to come across 


Civilian. 


Foggy breathed more words after he read through Matt’s shoddy writing. Matt cringed as 
Foggy took the notebook from him, turning it this way and that to make out all the words. 


“T don’t want to deceive anyone, Matt. Not even Avengers, not like that. I can’t be your 
prop.” 


Matt swallowed his groan and took the notebook back. 


It’s not fake. Will explain 
after all this. Promise. 


Need your help. 


He felt through his words again, looking for the word promise, and carefully underlined it. 
He threw the notebook at Foggy and rested his head on the headboard, fiddling with the strap 
of his cane, twisting it around his finger. 


“Okay, fine,” Foggy whispered. 


They got out of the car. Matt was thinking through recent changes to criminal laws 
surrounding vigilantes as he snapped his cane straight, holding it in front of him, touching it 
lightly against the steps of the building, until Foggy took his arm. He still could tell his friend 
was conflicted about all of this. 


He vowed to himself to keep his promise. Later. After all this. 


When they entered the new Avengers safe house in what he could assume was some deserted 
field upstate, Matt realized it was a good thing Foggy had agreed to come, because if he had 
been alone it would have been confusing and painful to try and navigate this place while 
keeping any part of his mind free to counsel. Every wall in the place was made of razor thin 


glass-like substance that Matt wasn’t really familiar with, from what he could tell. Glass was 
bad enough for echolocating, as it made the subtle noises that helped Matt get a picture of the 
form of the space bounce off each other confusingly. Glass was hard to deal with, but not 
impossible. 


But this Stark glass was even worse, and every vibration caused a very faint but very piercing 
ding when it bounced off the walls. It was so uncomfortable to his ears that Matt immediately 
made himself tune it out, instead bringing his attention to the steady heartbeat of the driver as 
he led them down the winding hall. It was a relief to ignore the piercing sound but it also 
made the formation of the space very blurred in his mind. He clung to Foggy’s arm ever so 
slightly tighter, bringing the tip of his cane closer to the ground and he felt his friend turn his 
face to him for a moment, before looking forward again. 


The driver guided them into an empty room with a few plush chairs and a large table of the 
same annoying Stark glass. Matt touched the table as he sat, trying not to wince as the 
piercing sound pinged against his ears when he did. The glass also pulsed with some kind of 
electricity, but he couldn’t make out the source. 


Foggy whispered out a quiet “What is it?”, clearly worried Matt had heard something 
suspicious. He just shook his head. 


“This glass, it’s messing with my senses. Doesn’t matter.” Matt focused on Foggy, then, and 
the way Foggy held himself made him think he’d troubled his friend. “It’s really nothing- 
okay, three people are coming.” 


The two sat up straighter. Three people walked into the room. The first was Happy, Matt 
remembered the man’s stature. The other two were a middle aged man and a young woman 
who he thought was still a teenager. Maybe early twenties. They both seemed to be dressed in 
casual clothes, and he didn’t detect any weapons. He did another millisecond scan - the man 
had a pocket knife in his jeans. Matt also noted buzzing in the man’s ear, but not like an 
earpiece. He heard the electronic muffled feedback as Happy began to speak. A hearing aid, 
then. 


“Murdock. Thanks for coming.” 


“You didn’t give me much of a choice, Mr Hogan, but nice to meet you again,” Matt said, 
breathing his anxiety out in one fell swoop. He was only going to be lawyer Matt, tonight, he 
reminded himself. He held out his hand, and noticed Happy pause for a moment before he 
shook his hand. His body gave off a slightly confused air. 


So he did remember the brick, then. 

“This is my partner, Foggy Nelson.” 

Foggy nodded, shaking Happy’s hand too. 

Happy sighed. “These two idiots are the Hawkeyes. 


Foggy squinted. “Sorry, you’re both Hawkeye?” 


The man sounded exasperated. “ /’m Hawkeye,” he grumbled. 

Matt heard the girl flip her hair. “I’m Hawkeye, too,” she muttered. 

This was clearly a point of contention. 

“We have client-attorney confidence or whatever here, right?” the girl Hawkeye said. 


“Privilege,” Matt corrected. “And yes, this conversation is covered by prospective client- 
attorney privilege, since I don’t seem to recall when I agreed to be your lawyer on retainer, 
Mr Hogan.” 


“Whatever. Good enough for me. I’m Kate, this is-” 
“Kate, shut up-” 
“Clint,” she finished. 


“Oh,” Foggy said. “You’re Kate Bishop. And Clint Barton. Okay. Totally normal that we’re 
having this meeting with two magical archers at-” Foggy glanced down at his watch - 
“midnight on a weekend. Nice to meet you both.” 


“Charmed,” Clint said sarcastically. 


Kate was sitting like a teenager on the chair, one leg kicked up over the armrest. Clint leaned 
on his elbows, and Matt could sense the man's equal parts exhaustion and irritation. 


“So, why exactly did you drag us out here?” Matt asked. 


It turned out to be a few fairly simple breaking and entering and property damage charges the 
dynamic duo had landed themselves with. Foggy and Matt discussed it briefly, they were 
pretty confident they could get them dropped based on the proven illegal activity the 
Hawkeyes had found inside the gang members’ warehouse. It didn’t feel like this deserved 
the kind of urgency Happy had made it seem was warranted. Maybe, hopefully, the Avengers 
didn’t have that much going on, then. But Matt was sceptical. 


“T just want to reiterate that our firm is happy to help Mr Barton and Ms Bishop. But I’d like 
to ask if there’s a particular reason that this needed to be dealt with now .” 


Matt sensed the three of them looking at each other, and clearly some silent communication 

had gone on between them. Happy sighed. He moved his hand over the glass table and there 
was an electronic whooshing sound. Matt could tell something inside the room had changed, 
but he had no idea what. 


“Whoa,” Foggy muttered. Matt leaned into him, genuinely, completely lost of what was 
happening, more out of the loop than he’d felt in a long time. It clearly showed on his face, 
because Foggy immediately started to describe the scene to him. 


“Mr Hogan pulled up a, um, hologram. From the table. That’s probably why it was buzzing 
for you, I guess it's some giant tablet... thing. Not important, there’s a model - a photograph? 
Of, um, Mr Barton in - where are you?” 


“Tokyo,” Clint grumbled. 
“Tokyo, and he’s wearing a kind of... samurai... suit. Um.” 
Happy swiped his hand, and something in the room whooshed again. 


“Yeah, the scene changed. Now uh, Miss Bishop is wearing the same suit. I think its security 
camera footage, I only know its her because there’s like a - a facial recognition of her eyes 
that pinged to a scan of her face, like a mugshot with all the details about Miss Bishop.” 


“Tt’s not a mugshot!” Kate interrupted. The hologram changed once more. Matt put his head 
in his hand. He couldn’t have got a read on the image if he’d tried. 


“Now it, uh, it’s the interior of some kind of government facility now. Can -” Foggy cut 
himself off, frustrated. “Guys, can we cut the whole hologram thing? This is going to be a 
very long process, if you want to do it this way. Not to mention incredibly, nay offensively 
inaccessible to the specific lawyer you decided to hound on a Friday night.” 


Matt sat up. “It’s fine, but thanks, Foggy.” He did feel slightly thrown by the advanced 
technology, but he needed to shake it off. 


Clint shifted in his seat. “Sorry. ’m sorry, Mr Murdock. Basically... well, to put it plainly, 
we need to make it as if Kate here’s involvement in my mess never happened.” 


The meeting went on for hours, and eventually they came up with a solution to both 
Hawkeyes’ problems. When Kate and Clint stepped out to bring them some coffees from the 
kitchen, Matt touched his watch and it quietly chirped at him that it was nearly four in the 
morning. Happy had stayed behind. 


“Matt- can I call you Matt?” Happy asked. Matt smiled tiredly, and gestured for him to 
continue. “I’m sorry about the, uh, tech stuff earlier. I...” he seemed uncomfortable, and then 
looked at Foggy. 


“Say it, Happy. You wanted to test me. After I caught that brick, to see if I was actually 
blind.” 


Foggy whipped his head round to look at Matt, clearly shocked he’d decided to be so open. 


What could he do. There was no point pretending it hadn’t happened. And, anyway, they now 
had far more dirt on Clint than anything he’d ever done as daredevil. Matt wasn’t worried 
about it. 


He heard Happy moving his hand to his neck. Smelled a hint of sweat in the air. 
He was thinking of what to say next, when Foggy chimed in. 


“T’ve been working with Matt for ten years, Happy. The man’s blind. And he’s a bit of an 
athlete, too. Good reflexes, you know. What, you think the two things are mutually 
exclusive?” 


Happy shook his head, then cleared his throat, catching himself. 


“No. Uh, of course not. I just, I had a theory that maybe - never mind. Sorry, again, for any 
offense, Matt. And thank you both for your help, and your discretion. You guys want me to 
make up guest rooms for you, or you want me to call the car?” 


Matt smirked. ““What, the Avengers need you to change their sheets?” 

“In case you didn’t hear the news, we’re a down a few staff members these parts, lately.” 
Matt’s heart sank. Of course. Happy Hogan had been Stark’s best friend. 

“T’m sorry, Happy. That was a stupid - sorry. Uh,” he glanced at Foggy, shrugging. 


Foggy replied for them both. “Thank you for the offer, Mr Hogan. I think just a car back 
would be great. And that check we discussed.” 


Matt was thrilled to exit that building. The glass had driven him crazy, and his head was 
pounding from the effort of blocking out its vibration frequencies for the whole six hours 
they’d been there. They stood outside, breathing in the air, with Kate, who apparently needed 
to smoke. 


“You know, that stuff will kill ya,” Foggy remarked. 


Kate just shrugged, and took a drag. Matt smiled, slightly. He remembered when he was 
twenty, with more talent than he knew what to do with. Let the girl do what helps her feel like 
a kid, he thought to himself. 


The car pulled around. They took their coffees from the holder Kate had brought out with her, 
and Matt gave her a salute. 


“Nice to meet you guys. Thanks for the help,” she said, hopping up on the wall where their 
cups had been. 


“Good luck, Kate.” Foggy said. 


“The next time you find armor lying around? Don’t try it on,” Matt added. She swatted at 
him, and giggled. 


They got in the car. Matt immediately pulled his glasses off, pressing against his head. 


“Dude, you okay?” Foggy asked, turning to him. Matt put his window down, closing his eyes 
and shaking his head. 


“T wonder if Stark is looking down at us, laughing that he and his stupid electric walls were 
able to give me a migraine from beyond the grave.” 


Foggy made a confused sound, but Matt muttered out a ‘never mind’ and let himself pass out, 
releasing the tension of the last few hours. He wished he had ear plugs, but he settled for the 
almost calming sounds of the birds of dawn from outside the window. 


He’d been asleep when they’d got back to the city, but suddenly he found Foggy shaking him 
awake, and they stepped outside the car. 


They were a few blocks from his apartment, and he was infinitely grateful Foggy had had the 
foresight not to give his exact address. His head was still protesting being upright, and he was 
finding it a little hard to focus on the street. But Foggy just grabbed his arm, and led him 
slowly to the right. 


“Come on, bud. Let’s get you home.” 


He woke up again late in the afternoon, stumbling to the kitchen for some water and Advil to 
kick the last of the headache. He realized belatedly that Foggy was sitting on the couch, and 
he touched over his body quickly, sighing when he confirmed that he did, in fact, have 
clothes on. 


“Foggy. Sorry, I didn’t notice you for a moment, uh.” He sat opposite his friend. “Were you 
here all day?” 


Foggy nodded. Matt breathed in, and realized Foggy was wearing a pair of Matt’s sweats as 
well. “Yeah, man. I slept on the couch like a baby. That was exhausting. ” 


Matt shook his head, taking more water. “Tell me about it.” He sighed, groaning and 
stretching his body. The sensory pain was almost as bad as recovering from a fight. “If we 
have to deal with them again, they can rent some WeWork for all I care. I’m not going back 
to any Stark offices.” 


Foggy was silent. Matt cocked his head at him, a silent question. 
“Matty. I’m... I’m so fucking sorry.” 
And... that hadn’t been what Matt expected. 


“What are you talking about, Fog?” He was nervous, catching the scent of Foggy’s tear ducts 
filling. He moved to the couch, putting a hand on Foggy’s arm. Foggy grasped his hand. 


“I’ve been such an asshole about... about your blindness, Matt.” 
“Foggy, it’s fine. I forgot the whole thing-” 


“No, let me finish.” Matt nodded, and Foggy took a shaky but strong breath. “I know you can 
do... incredible things. Things that I, that no, uh, sighted person could do. And it’s been hard 
for me to wrap my head around the idea that my nerdy, calm, sweet, blind best friend is also a 
ninja vigilante with super hearing. I just - I felt like I’d lost the friend that I loved. Like 
everything had been a lie.” Foggy’s tears spilled over, then. “But I was so fucking wrong, 
Matt. I get it now.” He laughed slightly. “You’re a nerdy, genius, blind, sweet ninja-lawyer 
with super hearing. You’re calm when you need to be. When you choose to be. And Matt, 
you don’t have to explain any of it to me, okay? I’m here for you, whatever you need or don’t 
need. Just tell me.” 


There was so much Matt wanted to say, but for now he just grabbed his best friend and 
hugged him tight. Their hands grasped each other's backs, and they stayed there for longer 
than they needed to. 


There was one more thing Matt wanted to clear up. 
“Foggy? Remember when you found out I was daredevil?” 
“Yeah?” 


“You said something. And, well while we’re talking about this stuff, I just - you said you, uh. 
That you used to feel sorry for me. And I just - I never wanted you to feel sorry for me, Fog. 
It’s actually the last thing I ever wanted, especially from you. It... I know a lot of hard stuff 
happened that day, but it was really hard for me to hear.” 


“Oh, Matt.” Foggy faced his face right in front of Matts, how he did when he was trying to be 
extremely sincere. He enunciated his words carefully. “I don’t know why I said that. I was 
just so hurt, and scared - I didn’t feel sorry for you. I felt pissed off that the world treated you 
like glass, and I felt sorry that you had to deal with ignorance every day. When I found out 


that - or,” he backtracked, “When I thought that you’d been exaggerating everything, or 
whatever I even thought, I felt like I’d felt all this anger for you for nothing. Like you’d been 
playing me. But I know, I know now it wasn’t like that.” Foggy shook his head, and placed a 
hand on Matt’s shoulder. “Not the day I met you, or any day since then, have I ever felt sorry 
for you, Matty.” 


Foggy’s heartbeat was slow and steady. Matt nodded, and smiled at him, showing his teeth 
and leaned against the couch. Foggy rested his head on Matt’s shoulder. 


Foggy stayed until the evening. Matt called Karen and invited her over for dinner, warning 
her that they were both in sweats. He ordered an extra large pizza for the three of them, and 
located some slightly less cheap beer from his stair closet-turned-makeshift alcohol cellar. 


After they’d entered a carb coma and Matt and Foggy had regaled the whole Avengers story, 
both automatically embellishing some parts and leaving out some others, Karen sat close to 
Matt, close enough that he felt the soft material of her hoodie against his forearm, and he put 
a hand on her knee. She wore soft black leggings. Matt had to remind himself a few times 
that Foggy was still there. 


Anyway, he had something he wanted to tell them both. 


“Uh, guys?” Karen moved her head off his shoulder, and Foggy sat up from where he’d been 
lying on the couch. His voice must have had a serious note in it. Or maybe his face did. He 
never knew. 


“T... you two are the most important people in my life, and I think you both know it.” Matt 
fidgeted with his beer cap, twisting it between his fingers. “And I know I’ve struggled to be 
as honest with you both as I really could have. It's, uh, it’s easy for me to just shrug off my 
abilities, and my ... my disability, as just being ‘complicated.’ But I really want to explain it 
all to you. I want you both to understand me better.” 


They gave him his full attention, for once not glancing at each other. Or maybe they did with 
their eyes. But Matt didn’t know, and he didn’t care. They were there, listening to him, with 
steady hearts and nothing but love. And as he sat on the couch, attempting to put into words 
what he’d never been able to bring himself to describe, he knew neither of them were going 
anywhere. 


End Notes 


You can probably tell I watched only the first few episodes of Hawkeye, lol. Fill in the gaps 
as you please. Or don't. I didn't really want to get into it, but basically they need to make it so 
no one has evidence of Kate in the Ronen suit. 


Anyway, to the main point of the fic. As I wrote in the beginning notes, I think for Foggy and 
Matt to ever fully trust eachother, they need to see eachother. I also wanted to explore that for 
Matt to move forward with his relationships, he needs to work on honesty and openness. 


I loved writing this. I love these characters so, so much and I hope I did them justice, even a 
little bit. 


I'm not b/vi. I tried hard to describe things other than sight, and to emphasise that Matt is 
blind, he is disabled, and he is not really less abled, either. He's more differently-abled, I 
guess you would say. Like Matt used to say, it's complicated. 


I think that it makes perfect sense in canon that Foggy doesn't really get it, and that Karen can 
accept it a little more. It's just both of the characters' ability to adapt to previously un- 
understandable situations. 


Also, Stark-tech is obnoxious. I love it, but it is. 


Let me know your thoughts in the comments! 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


